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walked up through pretty woods to the beautiful Church of St.
Michael Pen Kev3, restored by Lord Falmouth at a great expense.
Some of the party waited outside for us in the drive and we
walked up to the house, and down the other hill to the boat house,
just above which we had tea all across the road completely obstruct-
ing the thoroughfare. Our hostess reclined gracefully on her side
up the slope of a steep bank and thus enthroned or embedded
dispensed tea and heavy cake and was'most hospitable. The young
ladies remarked with severity upon H. and myself for not being
sufficiently attentive to their pretty wants. How could we be so
inattentive to such fascinating creatures?  They suggested it was
because we were taking such uncommonly good care of ourselves.
Listen to the voice of the Charmers. Is not this a caution to snakes?
Charmeth she wisely?

I unhappily mistook butter for cream (Tell it not in Truro) and
was much concerned about our hostess lest she roll down the bank
into the river. Also I was exceedingly puzzled to find out how it
was that she did not so roll, for what was to hinder in

The youngest girl, Agatha, I think, planted herself before me and
demanded impetuously and imperiously in a loud voice, 'What do
you want?' 'A kiss', said I mischievously, whereat she flung off in
high disdain without a word. But being of a forgiving nature she
presently returned and brought me some food.

After tea the young ladies rowed us across the river to see Old
Quay Tower. The tide was too low to admit of our landing, but
the pinnacles of the old tower looked pretty among the trees in the
sunset. Young lady affectations, peculiarities, vagaries, &c., &c.,
unintelligible.

Friday, 29 July

A most delightful expedition and picnic at Gurnards Head. We
drove to Cambonie in the pony carriage and got to Rosewarne at
ii. A krge omnibus and pair, was waiting to drive us on with the
Parkers* party. I preferred going outside to see the country. The
road not very bad, but the hills severe and our miserable horses
nearly gruelled, almost fainting from thirst and fatigue, all abroad
scrambling and staggering all over the place. Once in a narrow
part of the road the wheel tottered on the edge of a bank. We
yawed about frightfully, the horses were too much done to pull